Life and Letters

ing its aim of getting one or two examples of
every good painter.

Whenever I see even a single good picture
well hung in a private house I reflect how much
more pleasure I get out of it there than I should
have done had I seen it amid the conflicting
clamours of a heterogeneous public gallery.
And it is surely a commonplace of observa-
tion that an unusual degree of enjoyment is
obtained at a gallery which is so fortunate
as to possess a whole room, or a whole
wall, of one artist's works. How much less
effective would the Giottos at Assisi be were
they scattered throughout the capitals of
Europe ; how much more effective would the
great Ghent altarpiece be if it were reunited
instead of being in pieces at Ghent, Brussels,
and Berlin. No man can get the most out of
Rubens, Velasquez or Turner unless he has
seen the Rubenses at Antwerp or Munich, the
Velasquez at the Prado, or the Turners at the
Tate. Surely the ideal would be a dual
system under which the great miscellaneous
collections were supplemented by small, public
collections devoted to particular artists or
groups of artists. I do not know what sort
of public gallery, if any, is owned by the
City of Norwich. The only time I was ever
there I saw the Cathedral and then found so
admirable a hostelry that I was not tempted
to explore further. But if it has one I am
sure it would be much more delightful and
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